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The Valentine\'s Day That Almost WasnWt 


Author's Notes: 
Cosmic Gerbil came up with the general idea, we both wrote our own versions of it. Yay challenges! 


Also, hereWs a link to the song on You Tube: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A5nfpHDO8 Iw 


The morning sun shone against James's eyelids, and low vibrations filled the air. James couldn't tell whether or 
not he was dreaming them, as often as Cliff practiced, it seemed way too early for anyone to be doing 


anything at all. 


He opened his eyes, and the rest of his senses awoke too. He smelled something sweet, the sun felt harsher on 
his skin, and the melody became clearer, though it was still unfamiliar. The sounds were coming from the 


kitchen, so that's where he headed. 


When he opened the door and peeked out, there was Cliff, sitting at the table with his bass, concentrating very 


hard on the unfamiliar tune. 


"Hey!" Cliff jumped at the sound of James's voice. "What're you playing?" 


"Ah, busted," Cliff replied with a shrug. "It's a surprise." He rushed over to James and smiled. "Go back to bed, 


it's almost done." He shut the door in James's skeptical face. 

James didn't much like surprises, so he pressed his ear against the door to try to figure out what Cliff was 
doing. More bass notes, silence, something hitting the floor, a muffled "fuck!" „then bass notes again. He just 
barely resisted the urge to go back out there and investigate. In the meantime, the sweet smell had taken on a 
slightly bitter quality, which could only mean one thing. 

"Hurry up out there, I'm hungry!" he whined. 

"Okay, okay, just a sec!" 

When Cliff twisted the bedroom doorknob and pushed, there was no give. "What the f--" 

"Sorry!" James threw open the door. "| was leaning on it." 


"Listening" 


"Not like | could make anything out anyway." He stood aside and Cliff walked in, carrying a plate of food in one 
hand and his bass slung around his body. 


Cliff handed the plate to James. "This is for you," he said proudly. There were six pieces of French toast on 
the plate, all slightly burnt, each carefully cut into the shape of a heart. 


James opened his mouth to speak, but Cliff continued. "| had to cut them small, that's why there are so 
many." James nodded slowly. He picked up one of the pieces, and it was almost entirely blackened on the 


underside. 


"And | learned this!" Cliff exclaimed, whipping his bass around in front of him. He cleared his throat dramatically 


- James rolled his eyes. 


He started twiddling out the same melody from earlier. "Why do | have to wait so long," he sang. "Before you 


come into my life again --" 

"Did you write this?" 

"No." Cliff resumed playing and singing. "Seems as though forever until --" 
"Who did?" 


Cliff placed his palm across the bass strings. "Judas Priest. May | continue?" 


James nodded and Cliff kept going. "Until | can be here by your side ‘til then." 


Cliff closed his eyes. "I think you feel the same way too." He opened them to look at James. "You know you 


make my dreams come true.." 
"This song is super gay.” 


"You know what? Fuck it" Cliff yanked the bass off his body and placed it in a corner of the room. "Going out 


for a smoke." He stormed out of the room, and then the house. 

James's heart sank at his own foolishness - it was Valentine's Day after all, James and Cliff's FIRST Valentine's 
Day, and he had just shit all over it, never mind that he hadn't even bothered to give Cliff anything but grief. 
He couldn't just say thanks for the toast, or sit through the (actually kind of awesome) song - he had to make 
everything a big joke. Now Cliff was god knows where, and James was all alone in the quiet house with a cold 
breakfast and no appetite. 

Sure, James COULD go after Cliff, but what could he even say? "Sorry" seemed too trivial, and he wasn't 
eloquent enough to come up with anything better. Feeling more dejected and powerless than ever, he felt tears 


come to his eyes. Of course he could show a little emotion, as long as no one was around. 


The doorknob jiggled, and James ran into the living room to greet Cliff. He threw his arms around Cliff as soon 


as he came in the door. 
"I'm sorry | was such a dick," he said, kissing the side of Cliff's face. "I'm sorry I'm sorry I'm sorry." 
Cliff barely moved. "I know," he replied, and James tightened his grip. 


"| --" James started to say before suddenly feeling queasy and unsure of himself. "-- really liked the song" He 


half-smiled and let go of Cliff. 
"Yeah, it's my favorite song on the new album." Cliff seemed unmoved. 


"Nooooo. James wrapped his arms around himself in a way that almost looked like self-defense. "I loved it. The 


toast too. | loved the toast." 
"Good, I'm glad." 


Cliff started to go past him toward the bedroom, but he grabbed his arm. "No! | love..ya know, that you did all 
this." 


Cliff kissed him softly on the lips and smiled. "That's the point of Valentine's Day, isn't it?" His smile faded. "Hey, 


have you been cr--" 


James grabbed his face and kissed him back, so he didn't have to answer that. He tasted and savored the ash 
on his tongue, and curled his fingers in the sleeves of his denim jacket. When he was absolutely sure Cliff had 


nothing left to say, he broke the kiss and pulled him hurriedly into the bedroom. 


Cliff threw off his clothes in the corridor and tackled James to the bed, but hesitated momentarily. It seemed 
much too bright out to be doing stuff like this. He was sure it wasn’t even noon yet, everything in the room 


was so well-illuminated. James squirmed a little under his gaze, but relaxed when he felt teeth and lips graze 


the side of his throat. 

The sun made everything so remarkably visible that they both felt extra naked, if such a thing were possible. 
James wasn't sure he could handle the added exposure; he barely even breathed, in a futile attempt to go 
unnoticed. He peeked at Cliff, who, of course, looked just as good as he felt. his slight muscles tightening as he 
moved in and out, his hair swinging over his shoulders - the sight of him was mesmerizing. 

Their eyes met by accident, then a few moments later on purpose, then wandered again. It seemed so wrong to 
stare, even though they wanted to. James looked good enough to eat, moaning and sighing underneath Cliff. He 
threw his head back and his dirty blond hair splayed out on the pillow underneath his head. 


James and Cliffs fingers intertwined, and they kissed yet again. Cliff's thrusts became slower and deeper; his 


whole body tingled maddeningly. 


James bit Cliff's bottom lip and clawed his lower back Auburn hair draped across his face as he pulled, and 
the smell of smoke filled his nose. 


Cliff came looking into James's eyes. 
James finished himself off staring at a patch of skin on Cliff's freckled arm. 


Lying on their backs, they reveled in the afterglow. Cliff looked over at James, who was staring at the ceiling, 
looking lost in thought. He poked James in the shoulder and beckoned, and he laid his head on Cliff's chest. 


"Cliff?" he asked 

"Yeah?" Cliff wrapped a protective arm around his shoulders. 

He was silent for a few seconds, looking down at Cliff's body. "lwant to tell you that | love you" 

Cliff kissed him on top of his head. "I want to tell you that I love you too" He felt James smile against his 


chest, and he hugged him even closer. It didn't matter how James said it; those three words were music to his 


ears. 


